THE          DUMP          AT          BETHU   N Jj

contingent of lorries from the regiment meet Mr,
Paterson at the road junction south of Estaires, maf
reference 346-871, at 21.30 hours (half-past nine)
by which time it would be quite dark.

" I see there all the ingredients for a nasty mess/'
continued the Adjutant, uneasily.

The Lieutenant-Quartermaster nodded.

"It canjt be helped," he said. "We've got to
have the shells. If Bethune is the only chance, they
must risk it."

He departed to make arrangements for the despatch
of the four lorries.

Fifteen miles away, at the headquarters of the
Supply Column at Erquinghem, Captain Thompson and
Second-Lieutenant Paterson sat over a meal in a
bare room in a wrecked farmhouse close to the main
road. In the darkening courtyard outside stood
Paterson's 10 h.p. Austin and the four lorries that
were to take part in the raid on the Bethune dump.

On the table between the two ofl&cers a hurricane
lamp burned smolqly by the side of a china jug the
dimensions of a small ewer, in which hot and very
dark brown tea was steaming. The jug, primrose
yellow in colour and adorned with a flowery design,
lent an odd note of domesticity to the rough-and
ready character of the meal.

** Have another steak," invited the Captain, hacking
off a slice of bully-beef with his jack-knife and dumping
it in his companion's mess tin. " You'll probably feel
hungry before the night's over. Nothing like a big
meal before a big job. Eat first, and then we'll dis-
cuss details/'

For the next ten minutes they spoke little, concen-
trating on the bully beef, biscuits, and tinned fruit
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